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THOMAS OTWAY, 1680.
Our Shakefpear wrote too in an age as bleft,
The happieft poet of his time, and beft,
A gracious Prince's favour chear'd his Mufe,
A conftant Favour he ne'er fear'd to lofe.
Therefore he wrote with Fancy unconfin'd,
And Thoughts that were Immortal as his Mind.
And from the Crop of his luxuriant Pen
E'er lince fucceeding Poets humbly glean.
Though much the moft unworthy of the Throng,
Our this day's Poet fears h'has done him wrong.
Like greedy Beggars that fteal Sheaves away,
You'll find h'has rifl'd him of half a Play.
Amidft this bafer Drofs you'll fee it mine
Moft beautiful, amazing, and Divine.
To fuch low Shifts of late are Poets worn,
Whilft we both Wit's and Ccefars abfence mourn.
Oh ! when will He and Poetry return ?
When ftiall we there again behold him lit,
Midft {hining Boxes and a Courtly Pit,
The Lord of Hearts and Prefident of Wit ?
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